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KKQRKT. THB Will I1C LILT.eye. "A poor gal is as respectable as a
rich one, long as she conducts proper.
Set down. Miss Dimple."

The doctor retired to his seat, his
face very pale and rigid. Marcus

eyes, not blue gray. He went home in
the first stages of love, and sat at the
window looking at the moon, and think-
ing of her nearly all night.

May had never had anything like a
beau in her life. Shut np with an in-
valid uncle in a great city home that was
like a prison seeing no one but the
doctor and nurse, and now and then
some old gentlemen, whom her nncle
was persuaded to admit on the score of
old friendship she had no idea that she
might be a belle.

Life was all new to her. Even ber

The rose fii the (nifn of the garden mod grove.
And dearly its beauty and I love;
But what can for oitce with the Illy compare
The graeefu'. --formed iily, so modest and fair ?

flweet emblem of parity, Bpitless white.
With shyly-be- head on the e'etn banging light,
How lovely art thcu among the violets bine,
Thy gentle eyes bathed in the clear morning dew

Oh! unread thy soft leaven to the summer snn's ray;
Fair flower, can each beauty an thine e'er decay ?
Thy white and green glory doth ev,r forth sblue
To the praise of thy bountiful Maker divine.

Oh, bloom, lily fair, in noon's radiant light.
Then fold thy pale leaves when the eun Bloke

night,
And are falling and flparkling on thee ,

When the moon spreads her silver wings ovir tt,r
sea!

When I'm laid in the dnst. thongh never a et f 1

Mark the spot where 1 slninber, nnwept sua ir
known.

Among the long grass that above me s'lall wave
May a pare, modest lily bend over my grave

Oh ! fairer than lilies pnre let me be dressed.
That my spirit may walk in the groves of the blest
In the garden above all beauteous and fair.
For the Lily Divine of the Valley blooms there

cousin was a new-foun- relative who had

If I had ktiowt. O loyal beart.
When, band to hand, we said farewell.

How for all ttme our pttia would prt.
What shadow oVr our friendnbip Ml,

I nhonld have clasped your hand so clone
la the warm pre ware of my own.

That memorv aim would keep Its graup
If I had kuowa.

If I had known, when, fsr and wide.
We loitered throuttb the summer land.

What Preseuce wandered by our aide.
Aod o'er yon aire 'coed lu awful band,

I should have bust ed my earele a apeech.
To itftreu, dear, to every tone

That from your llpn fell low aod sweet.
If ! bad known.

If I had known, when your kind eyea
Met nilr-- lu parimr, true and sad-E- yes

gravely tender, gently aiee.
And ekraest, rathe-- , more than glad

Ho Mton tie lids would he shove,
A ooM and wbiteae srulpturel etooe

I should have treMnreiL every gLuice,
If I bad known.

If I had known how, from the strife
Or fears, hope, paeeionfl, here below.

Unto a purer, higher life
That yon were oalled, O friend, te go,

t should have stayed my foolish tears,
And buhed each idle and moan.

To bid you a lst, long
If I had. known.

If t had known to what strange place.
What my tie ditant, silent shore.

Ton calmly turned your steadfast fare
What time your footsteps left my door

I tbonld have forged a golden link
To b nd 'he heart so oontant grown,

And keet It cnnt ant ever there.
If I had known.

If I bad knowii that, until Detth
Hhall with his finger touch my brow.

And still tte of the breath
Tnat stirs th life's full meaning now.

So loug my feet must tiead the way
tfi our accustomed path alone,

1 should have pris- d your preetnee more.
If I had known.

If T had known how soon for yon
frew near the ending of the fight.

And oq your vision fair and new,
E?ernl peace dawned into slgnt,

1 should have regged, as love' last gift.
That you, before Oods great whit throne

Would pray for your poor friend on earth.
If I had known.

Ckrintian RwitL

" taken a notion to her," when the
friends gathered at the old man's
fnneral.

Pople who had never remembered
little May until the news of her heiress-shi- p

brought her to their notioe, had
been so very kind since. The liberty
she enjoyed made the quiet country-hous- e

a very happy place ; and now
two admirers dawned npon her horizon
at onoe, and made life "perfectly splen-
did" to May, much as the situation
would haved bored many an experienced
belle.

Matters naturally assumed this form
as the time ? assed on. May had two
lovers, and hardly knew which she
liked best.

Marcus did not make love lie did
not dare but he looked it. The doctor
made love scientifically ; he had pump-
ed the farmer, who believed that the

JOSIE'S WEIDI til FT.

Moreland, on the contrary, bad Hushed
scarlet.

May's two lovers were a strange con-
trast at that moment. For her own
part, she was quieter and sadder and
more womanly than usual. She went
through the examination bravely, under
the fire of Miss Cynthia's indignant
eyes, and amidst Miss Baker's despond-
ent sighs. Then she walked home and
waited, as she had promised, in the
garden. Would the doctor keep his
engagement? He did.

" My dear. Miss Dimple," he said, as
he advanced gajly, bnt not quite natu-
rally. "I feared 1 should scarcely get
here in time to bid you good by. I'm
sorry the committee think you too
young for the place. They've given it
to Miss Cynthia. B sally, it would be
very dull for yon, very. I told you I
had something very particular to say
to you didn't I ? You remember, I
see. I didn't think you would. I
wanted to say that I've really enjoyed
your little visit to this place so much.
Ladies' Bociety is a treat to a poor old
bachelor doctor, who expects to be a
bachelor all his life, by the way. You
know what the society here is, Miss
Dimple, and you've quiet brightened
the summer for me. I've had a treat.
So that's what I wanted to tell you, and
to bid you a last good-by.- "

"Good-by- , Dr. Purl, said May, with
a smile.

The man who had made such despe-
rate love to her the other day, who had
defined his intentions toward her in a
manner no girl could misunderstand,
had slipped calmly and smoothly rut of
the affair, and she oould match him in
coolness, girl as she was.

They shook hands.
"Adieu," said the doctor, with the

true Parisian accent, and jumped into
his gig, thanking heaven that he had
escaped making an offer to a poor girl.

The heiress stood by the gate where
he bad left ber, thanking heaven much
more devontly for her escape. Yet I
shall not say she was happy. It was
not in nature ; for she had believed this
man her true and earnest lover. The
first bitter thoughts that had ever
troubled her young heart filled it now ;
her first glimpse of real life was taken.

young lady's fortune was "something
more than common- - tie had even
extracted from the married cousin a
statement that "Uncle left everything
to May."

CHAPTER T.

" And so I am to understand that yon
positively refuse to give np that young
fortune-hunte- r, Mar naduke Marly 1"

" I do positively refuse."
Even after the bankruptcy which

has reduced him to beggary, yon still
wihh to fulfill yonr engagement ?" .

" Most certainly."
"Then hear me" and Captain

Wyohlerly a retired naval officer in
the United States service dashed his
stout cane upon the floor with an em-
phasis that made the glasses and de-
canters jingle " and mark what I say 1

If you persist in snch obstinate dis-
obedience to my wishes, by Jove I'll
disinherit you. The day that yon be-
come his wife will find you homeless
and penniless. And you may both
sweep the crossings for a living, for all
I care, for I'll never help you to a
penny."

Josie's cheeks burned scarlet.
" And I say," she retorted, her blue

tie had three months to work in De- -

fore the heiress knew her own powers.
and bad learnt from one gray winter
that lovers follow money thick and fast,
and he was a determined sort of fellow
where there was anything to gain.

Marcus had no plana. His boy's
heart ran awav with him that was all.
He oould not keep away from May's
side, nor forget her when they were
apart : and so summer passed and

eyes all aflame with honest indignation.autumn approached, and the city folks
were going home, and the district
school was to be opened, and Consin that no consideration of broad acres
Helen s husband, a hard driven Wall- - or bank-stoo- or even the commands

of a father" here she choked down astreet man, came down to spend a week
before he took his family home ; and
all this delghtfnl time was nearly at an

rising sob "can tempt Josie Wycherly
to break her word."

"Think," said her father, "of the
homes where grim Want sits day afterend.

Marcus was to be examined for his

THE HE1RESV LOVER.

" We're going (o take some city
boarders," said Fanner Parsons, as he
pnt his packages of sugar and tea-- into
the big basket he had brought to " the
store" in his wagon. " Wife and I will
be down to fetch 'em to morrow. There's
a lady and eome children, and a young
lady, a great heiress. She's in mourn-
ing for her ancle that left the property ;
so she ean't go to a lively place. Quite
a yonng gal and very pretty. Two
pounds of ravins, Mr. Jones, and some
of them currants ; reckon a pound. 11

do."
News is news in the country. The

farmer's audience listened intently. The
doctor young Doctor Pari who had
stopped in for letters the store was
also the postoffioe took note of every
word, and Marcus Moreland, who had
come to post a letter also, remembered
what the old man had said. As he
walked away, "Pretty yonng girl," he
said to himself. " An heiress gets the
reputation of being pretty ; probably
she is not half as nice looking as Farmer

position as teacher ot the school a
mere ferm with his fine education. As she stood there she began to doubt

day beside the hearth-stone- , where
children with pinched features and
hollow eyes beg vainly for the food
which is denied them ; and yet you de-
liberately choose such a fate as this 1 "

The doctor, as a learned gentleman,
was one of the committee to examine
the coming schoolma'am for the girl's
department.

that there was such a thing as true love.
A tear or two fell ; she wiped them

away ; and through the mist that veiled
her eyes, sbe saw a bright, ardent young
face, strangely in contrast with the cool,
formal, unmoved countenance, with its
handsome features and praotioed smile.

Josie s heart quailed a little, for.
" A pleasanter task, as he said, jest like all refined wemen, she loved the

ease and luxury which wealth could
purchase, and which she all her life
had enjoyed. But she loved Manna-duk- e

and her own honor more.

ingly, "if he expected to see anybody
there but old Miss Cynthia Alderny and
older Miss Baker." that had just passed from before her

May heard a good deal of the school, " We plighted our troth with youthvision. It was the laoe of Marcus
Moreiand ; and before she was aware of
his intention he had passed his arm ful consent and approval," she argued.

"If he has been unfortunate, it isabout her waist and kissed her.
plainly my duty to cling to and com"If I never may again, I must now,"

be said. " I have never dared to tell
you while I thought yon so rich, but

fort him. 1 nave given my sacred
promise, and shall keep it,"

And her father, recognizing the
Wycherly obstinacy knew that further1 ve loved you sinoe the nrst day we

met. We are both poor ; let me fight
the battle of life for you. I can do it remonstrance was useless. But being

by nature despotic, and expecting to
at home the same implicit obedi-

ence he had exacted on board a man-of- -

1 will do it. uod always prospers love
like mine."

The twilight shadows were creeping

especially as Farmer Parsons was an-

other of the committee, and she felt an
interest in it, too; as Marcus was to
teach. It seemed bo odd to think of.

Cousin Helen's husband went about
as men always do, and heard more in
a day than the ladies oould in a
year. He returned one evening with a
solemn face, and informed his wife, in
confidence that the talk of the whole
place was May's fortune, and that the
doctor, who had done nothing but run
after rich women since he came to the
place, was said to be "after it"" A regular fortune-hunter- , my dear,"
said the husband. "Yon must use
your influence with poor little May."

May meanwhile had been in her
favorite grove, and there had Marons
Moreland betaken himself to say good-
bye. Poor boy, he had had some bit-
ter hours of late. The truth that May's
love was the one thing worth having
upon earth had dawned upon him, and

over the scene. The distant mountains war, he raved and swore and scolded so
aontinually at being balked in his plans,
that poor Josie was glad to yield to her
lover's entreaties, and become his wife,
to escape pesecution at home.

were losing the faint rose-tip- s that they
had worn. All was still save for the
distant tinkle of a cow-bel- l. A soft,
sweet breeze swept up from the mead oo one morning they quietly walkedows, full of fragrance of grass and to the nearest church, and in the pres-

ence of a few friends, to whom they had
confided the circumstance, Josie Wych-
erly was, by a few brief sentenoes,
transformed into Mrs. Marly. Scarcely
had the bridal party left the church
when they were confronted by Captain

clover. Did these things bring the
sudden calm and sweetness to May's
wounded heart ?

She stood still making Marcus no an-
swer, but she did not repulse him.

"Tell me that yon like me a little."
pleaded the boy.

"I do like yon, Marcus," said May ;
" but don't ask me any more just now.
I can't tell you why, bnt this is not the

with it the knowledge that he had no
right to offer himself to an heiress.
How he hated her money. It stood be

Wycherly, bis stoat cane coming down
emphatically at every step, his eyes
blazing with wrath.tween them like some awful Spell. If

Parsons own daughters, and heiresses
are apt to think too muoh of them-
selves."

An heiress," said the doctor, as he
jumped into bis gig. " Well, I shall go
over to see Parsons pretty soon. No
place like the country for a courtship,
and a fellow who marries an heiress
need not wsit year in and year out to
build ophis practice. I wonder how
ranch she is really worth? A great
heiress. That oughtn't to mean less
than a hundred thousand dollars. I
should like a wife with a nioe little bank
account of that size. Young and pretty,
too ; it's a rare ohanoe."

The city boarders came next day. The
loungers at the store saw them get into
Cj?5 wagon a fat yonng matron and
three little girls, a nurse, a baby, and a
young lady dressed in mourning. The
storekeeper's wife noticed the elegant
cut of the overskirt Which the latter
wore, and more than one saw the dia-
mond ring flash on her finger ; but it
was just dark, and the beauty was not
a settled point, for no one could see her
face.

Marcus Moreland, who was the poor
clergyman's son, and had just fought
his way through college with a prospect
of teaching the male department of the
district school ihat winter as his best
one, while working in his father's gar-
den the next morning, was placed in a
position to judge on this matter.

He heard a little scream, and looking
up saw a very pretty yeung lady, and a
very pretty little boy, flying in terror
from a perfectly harmless, broad faced,
white milch cow, who, in the excess of
her content, as she stood knee deep .
the water of a pond chewing the cu'n
hd elevated her nostrils, and turnin"
her slow, brown eyes in the direction o?
the pedestrians, uttered a long, low
moo-o--

" Oh 1" screamed the vounar ladv.

Ho you have been hatching yourshe had been the pool est girl living, he mutiny nnder my very root, and havecould have said all that was in his heart
time. 1 1 ju&t say gooa-D- y now,
Marcus. I mast go away
but I will write to you." outwitted the old man at last ! " he exto her not now. claimed, glaring on the trembling bride,So the poor boy uttered a few falter " Kemember, my love is me or death

ing words and went his way. to me," said Marcus, and so they
parted.

who stood surrounded by her fear-strick-

friends. "Hope you'll find
smooth sailing with your pretty craft,
young man ; for by the heathen gods.

" It was tolly for me to think he liked
One day when Mav felt that she hadme much," said May, as he left her.

" How formal and cold he is after all
our sociability," and a little pang
nipped her heart, and she smiled more

no longer anything but scorn for her
fortune-huntin- g doctor, she did wiite
to Marcos Moreland, and wh it she said

yon 11 never see the color ot old mark
Wyoherly's money. I'll disinherit the
ungrateful girl this very day I "

brightly on the doctor when he also
And he meant to be as good as hisentered the grove than she had ever

smiled before. word ; for he walked straight from the
ohuroh to the law offloe o. Hunt A

may be inferred from the fact that they
are to be married when the next spring
comes; and that the people at the store,
and doubtless the doctor also, already
know that Farmer Parsons' pretty
yonng boarder was really and actually

Ketohnm, and astonished the senior of
that firm by requesting them to draw
ap a new will, leaving all his effects,
real and personal, to the Seamen's
Charitable Fund, and striking out the
name of his daughter Josephine from

an heiress, and that r armer parsons, a
shrewd old man with plenty of good
sense, knew and approved of the ruse
that tested the heiress's lovers all along. that important document altogether.

But. my dear sir. it is impossible to
The Wife of Byron's Urandeon

Many times mav be seen at Brighton

execute the provisions of suoh a docu-
ment," replied the bland and smiling
Mr. Hunt. "Suoh a will would be
illegal, and consequently worthless."

faintly. " Can't yon run faster, Tom-- f

a fair woman, upon whose head falls "Confound it ! said the irate old
my 7 X think she s coming after us.

" I beg your pardon, ma'am," cried
Marcus, jumping the paling fenoe
" but Mooly won't tonoh you. She
wouldn't hart any one. Sbe s perfectly

sea-do- g ; "do you mean to tell me thatthe sunshine yet from the eastern
horizon of life; whose contours have a
girlish roundness, but whose features
begin to show the harsh touch of the

a man oin not sail bis own craft in any
waters he ohooses ?"

And after several stormy interruptions.harmless. Bee 1" and be approach ed
I he ponl side and patted the white chisel of care. Looking upon her, one the lawyer at last made it clear to his
head. "See we've had her ten years, would believe her to be a girl yet, for

her years cannot be more than twenty-thre- e

one who has been a very Psycheand she a the gentlest creature, t
"I'm quite ashamed of myself, bug

wrathfnl client that, in order to be
legal, the will must oontain the name of
Miss Josephine as legatee, be the sum
ever so small.of girls, and who is not yet far sepa

rated from a radiant, bnoyant youth. "Very well, since it mast be so, re
plied Captain Wycherly; and he bent

l m not nea to cows, said the yonn ;

lady. " I thought I'd made her angry
and when you have other people's chil-
dren with you it's suoh a responsibility.
Tom, don't touch the gentleman's flow-
ers I'm ashamed of too."

And yet this fair woman is one whose
name has been smirched by one of the
most monstrous scandals of fashionable
English society. She is the wife of a

his shaggy head te the reading of the
document that conveyed railroad shares,
bank stock, and farming lands, amount-
ing in all to half a million of dollars, to

He made love to her that afternoon
after true story-boo- fashion. On the
stage at 's he would have caused
tender-hearte- d ladies to say "how
sweet." It was a pretty little scene,
rehearsed in private. Had May but
known it the night before ; and no girl
oould have failed to understand his
parting words.

" before you leave, I
mast see you. Yon will grant rae a
private interview, will you not ? I have
something of intense importance to
myself, at least, to say to you. You
will let me see you in the garden ? I
I " a falter, a look, a match at her
hand, the touch of his lips upon it.

Then the curtain shouldhavedropped,
as be rode a way in his gig and said to
himself :

" I always was a lucky fellow to
think that Providence should have sent
an heiress to suoh a place as this, a
pretty one, too 1 "

When May entered the house, a sur-
prise awaited her. Cousin Helen took
her at once to her bedroom, and there,
behind closed doors, repeated her hus-
band's information.

"You know you are so young and
inexperienced," said she, " and a for-

tune hunter is suoh a dreadful erea-
ture."

May's face flushed crimson.
" Do you really think nobody oould

love me for myself ? " she asked, in a
sudden fit of indignation.

Then common-sens- e came to her aid.
Che sat quiet for a while, and then drew
near her cousin and whispered some-
thing in her ear. It was a long whisper.

" It will prove him," she said aloud ;
" and you will help me?"

Cousin Helen promised, and May
retired to her own room, there to Bhed
a few not uaatnral tears.

Night passed ; the morning came.
The school-hons- e doors were set open
for the first time for months. The
committee was to meet at eleven, to ex-
amine the candidates for the teaohers'
positions.

Old Farmer Parsons walked over,

member of the prondest aristocracy in
the world, who is heir to two earldoms.

For eit y Tom, with a general idea that
"the country" belonged to everybody
was neiping himself to roses.

the aforesaid charitable fund, and left
to his daughter, "Mrs. Josephine Marly,
the sum of two dollars, to bny a stool. Of eonre after that Marons plucked

flowers for Tom, and a bouquet for the of repentance, whereon she oould sit
and reflect npon the ingratitude of heryoung lady : and as she walked bewitch
oondnct to an indulgent father."

and whose wealth is so great that he
himself hardly knows its extent. This
is Lord Went worth, son of Lady Love-
lace, who was " Ada, sole daughter of
the hearth and home" of the poet,
Lord Byron. By the paternal line, he
will inherit the title and honors of Lord
Lovelace ; by the maternal, he came in
possession of his present one. Ada
Byron, the first Lady Lovelace, was of
a very pecliar tempeiament, inheriting

ingly np the road, with the flowers
gainst her pretty chin, decided that "And you may add, said tne old

man, with a grim smile, "the Wycherly
homestead to her portion also,"

"The Wvoherly homestead? repeated
Mr. Hunt. "I can not say that I ever

tins heiress certainly was tne loveliest
thing that hi eyes had ever rested
npon.

That afternoon doctor Purl rode over
to Mrs. Parsons' ; made a call ; was in-
troduced ; decided that the heiress
was a beauty ; conversed with her in a

heard of it before.from her lather the moroia conditions
which in his case were a reactionary Ha ! ha !" roared Captain Wycherly,

who relished a joke now and then, "Ieffect of emotional dissipat.ons, butmanner ea'oalated to prove that he at dare say you never did ha, ha ! Tenin hers a constitutional depression.
Hers was not a happy married acres in all. and the most baren, unpro

ductive soil conceivable covered withlife, although one free from scan
dal, and Lord Lovelace, when rocks and stones, and watered by the

blackest, dirtiest stream that ever ran,he was mistaken for a servant by the
pretty widow who was afterwards his with a few gnarled and moss-grow- n

apple trees, shading a log hut in their
midst suoh is the birthplace of all thewife, upon the hotel steps at juaoria,

perhaps felt the first warmth of the
revived emotion which Lord Byron's

least was no country bumpkin ; made a
point of looking at his elegant watch
before he left ; aod had the satisfaction
of feeling that he had made an impres-
sion.

May Dimple was very young, very in-
experienced, and very willing to think
the best of everybody. At eighteen she
was mistress of a fine fortune, and be-in- ?

an orphan, her own misl resw alto-
gether. Her heart was vet a white, un-
written sheet, and the first that made
love to her was likely to win it. Vagne
longings for that peculiar tenderness
which only a lover can offer already

dead and gone Wycherlys for genera
tions past a magnificent place ha, ha!pulseless daughter had chilled to almost

death. She transmitted a peculiar Or, stay ; instead of patting it in the
will, suppose you make out a deed ofmental constitution to her sons. The
the place, and present it to Hub. Josephelder, Lord Ockham, who would havealso Farmer Brown. The doctor was

been Lord Wentworth had he not died uie Marly, as a wedding gift from her
affectionate father, on condition that shethere, and the lawyer, Mr. Tripham

before the title descended from themer. Miss Cynthia Alderny was seen and her husband spend the honeymoonelder branch, in his early youth abandonwalking toward the door with a defiant there. I've heard that my gentleman
was something of an amateur artist, andface. Miss Baker followed with ed his home, his luxurious habits, and

all the refined associations of his rank.
poet-eas- 1 her soul, and she was just the
sort of little woman to forget her own
advantages, and feel very gnteful for
love and admiration. The doctor was

scared one. Marcus Moreland took he cannot fail to admire the scenery.and worked for months in a blacksmith'shis way in. and iust as all were settling Aod with this parting joke the Captain
into their seats a little figure in buff shop. Later, he married a pubhoan's

daughter and died soon after his mar-
riage. Dying childless, the title

went his way.
So that evening Mrs Josie Marly, sitlinen, with a blue ribboned bat on its

tail and and she canght
herself blushing a the looked into the
glass after his departure, and thought
what a M't look bad come into his eyes

head, slipped into one of the doors and ting by her husband's side, in theirol Jjora wentworth passed over
him to Lady Lovelace's second son,

stood among them.
Everybody looked up.
"Miss Dimple i" said the farmer.

as he Hoped they should meet again,
lod. ings, was surprised with a package
of paper from the office of Hunt &

Ketch urn. setting forth the above condiwho now bears it. it is told of this no

tions, and indorsing the deed to the
Wycherly homestead.

Why, 1 declare? "
"Miss Dimple?" said the doctor,

advancing with a gallant air." Yes, sir," said May, quietly. " I
understand that yon examine candi

" We will go, won't we, dear 'Duke I"

bleman that, one evening, going into
the theatre, he "made a bet with one of
his companions that he would marry
the most beautiful woman at the play
that night. It chanced that the lovely
daughter of a Newcastle clergyman oc-
cupied a stall near the young man, and

whispered Josie, her red hps quivering,
and a tear or two glittering on the
silken brow lashes that shaded her sweetdates to day. I am fond of teaching.

ami when one must do something, one bine eyes. " I think we'd better go.
seizes every chancn, you know. May I dear ; not for the land, which it appears

Meanwhile Marcus Moreland had been
tbiukiiM about her morn than shs
guessed, and that evening there was an-

other introduction.
Marcus d d not make big eyes at her,

nor try to show his superiority to his
neighbors, neither had he any gold
watch t consult. He was younger than
the doct.r by ten years, and very much
of a boy still, and the rising moon
fonnd Mav, ber iittle oousiu Tom and
Marcus all sitting together on the lowi r
step of the porch, talking of blackber-rying- ,

ai three children might. "

The heiress wore a linen dress and a
knot of bine ribbon in her hair. Msr-n- a

foro-o-t she was an heiress. It was

before the curtain bad fallen upon the
drama of that night the tragedy of their
lives had begun, for Lord Wentworth

be examined i
" I suppose you aro jesting, Miss

is worthless enough ; but it is papa's
request, and, perhaps it's the last that
he ever will make I and here she brokedetermined on the spot to make the fairDimple," said the doctor. girl his wife. Uf the subsequent ap"Not I," said May. "I suppose you down in a tempest of sobs and tears.

have beard that foolish storv abont me. For thongh she had willfully dis
pearauce of the conple in the divorce
courts, of the shameful cherges brought
against the wife, who seemed to have a obeyed nun. yet. next to her husband.Two or three hundred dollars may be a

very pleasant little sum to spend on a
summers vacation, hut it doesn't make

Josie loved the stern, tyrannical oldlover for every change of the weather. man whom she oalled father.
chapter n.

of the dreadful counter charges brought
against her husband, who seemed toone a great heiress.only a dear little girl, just the nicest

creature he ever met, who looked at him
ran kly with her blue eyes real blue

have in him the morbid taint of hia an Captain Wycherly was ill. Servants"Folks will talk, yon know," said
farmer Parsons, with a twinkle in his cestry, all England knows full well. went to and fro through the elegant


